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To buy a flobbry and a durtie Farmc 
la that nooke-fhotten He of Albion. 

Conft. <Dteu de ^tt*//*f,where haue they this mcttcll ? 
Is not their Clyraate foggy,raw,and dull? 
On whom,as in dcfpighc t the Sunnc lookes pale, 
Killing their Fruit with ftownes. Can fodden Water, 
A Drench for fur-reynd Iadc^thetr Barly broth, 
Deco& their cold blood to fuch valiant heat ? 
And fliall our quick blood,fpirited with Wine, 
Seemc froftie i Q,for honor of our Land, 
Let vs not hang like roping Ifycklcs 
Vpon our Houfes Thatch,whiles a more froftie People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields : 
Poorc we call thcm,in their Natiue Lords. 

^Dolphin. By Faith and Honor, 
Our Madame* mock at vs,and plainely fay, 
Our Mctteli is bred out, and they will giue 
Their bodyes to the Luft of Englifh Youth, 
To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Brit, They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Lau'olta's high,and fwift Carrantos, 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heelcs, 
And that we are mod loftie Run-awaycs, 

King. Where is Month} the HcraldPipeed him hence, 
Let him greet England with our rtiarpe defiance. 
Vp Pnnces,an'd with fpirit of Honor edged, 
More fharpcr then your S words,high to the field : 
Charles DeUhetb y K\%\\ Conftable of rrance* 
You Dukes of Orleance/Bftrton^nd of Berry > 
*Alanfon i c BrabavitfRar^x\& Burgonie, 
Iaqaes ChdttiHion, Ram&ures^ Vandemont, 
*Beurnont > qrmd free, Rotfjfi, and Fanlconbridge^ 
Loysy Leftrale 3 Bouciquall y znd CharaUyes^ 
High Dukes, great Princes,Barons,Lords,and Kings ; 
For your great Seats,now quit you of great frames : 
Barre Hurry England,that l\veepes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflcw : 
RulTi on his Hoaft,as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Vaileyes > whofe low Vfiffall Seat, 
The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 
Goe downc vpon him.you haue Power enough, 
And in a Captiue Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prifoner. 

Const, This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers arc fp few, 
His Souldiers fick,and famiflht in their March : 
For I am fure,when he fhall fee our Army, 
Hee'lc drop his heart into the finck of feare, 
And for acchieuemcnt,offer vs his Ranfome. 

King. Therefore LordGonftable,haft on Montioj y 
j And let him (ay to England,that we fend, 
To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 
Prince Dolph'm.yow fhali flay with vs in Roan. 
Dolpb. Not fo,[ doe befeech your Maieftic. 
King. Be paticnt,for you fliall remaine with vs* 
Now forth Lord ConftabIe,and Princes all, 
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 

Enter (fapuines^ Englifh and Welch, Cjower 
and Fine lien. 

Gower. How now Captaine come you from 
the Bridge? 

Flu. I aflure you,thcrc is very excellent Seruiccs com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as uiga» 
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memmn % and a man that I loue^dl^^^ 
and my heart, and my dutie, and my l^Zf ^ 
and my vttermoft power. He is netted ff^S 
ble{Ted, any hurt in the World, but keJ pra ^dan 
moft valiantly.with excellent difciplL c B 4 

chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge I [w T cis ^n a i 
confeiencehee isas valiant a manas^S j ln ^ 
hce is a man of no cftimation in the wJ l S.an 
himdoeas gallant feruice. W ° rld > b ^K 
Cower. What doe you call him ? 
Flu. HeciscaH'daunchicnt?//? tf // # 
Cower. I know him not. 

Enter Piftoll. 
Flu. Here is the man. 
Vifl. Captaine,I thee befeech to doe r 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. U ° UrSi *e 

Flu. I,IprayfeGod,and 1 haue merited fm* , 
his hands. aio ^louc at 

/>/#, 
and of b 
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Bardo/pb, a Souldier firme and fouml ft 
uxome valour, hath by cruell Far** j rt > 
furious fickle Wheele,that Godd £ ^ 
ftands vpon the rolling leftleffe Stone* llnd At 
Flu By your patience, aunchicnt UfioR . , 
painted blind. , with a Muffler afore his evY< \ T** 
to you, that Fortune isblinde; andfWic ?1]|fi{ 

withaWheele,tofignifietoyou,whS 
it,thatfliee is turning and inconftant and l, u ° f 
and variation: and her foot, looke yj ftS** 
Sphencall Stone, which rowles,and 
in good truclvhe Poet makes a moft excellent dcfS' 
on of *t ; Fortune is an excellent Moral), P 
Ftfl. Fortune is Btrdolphs foe, and frownes on hi 
for he hath ftolne a Pax.and hanged muft a be • adali 
death: let Gallowes gape forrfoggcIetlll'gS! 
and let not Hempe his Windpipe fu&eibut&I 
hath giuen thedoomc of death, for Pax of little price 
Thercrorc goe fpeake, the Duke will hewe thy vL^ 
and let not "Bardolphs vital! thred bee cut wiih edgerf 
Penny-Cord , and vile reproach. Speake Captain e for 
his Lifc,and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient Tifiott, 1 doc partly vndcrfland your 
meaning. ; 

Fiji. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to reioyce 
at : for ifyookc you 5 he were my Srotlier, I woulddcfirc 
the Duke to vie his good pleafure, and put him tocxecu. 
tion ; for difciplinc ought to be vfed. 

Pift. Dye,and be dam'd,and Figo for thy friendltip, 

Flu. It is well. 

Pift. TheFiggeof Spaine* Exit, 
Flu. Very good. 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafc&ll, I 
remember him now : a Bawd,a Cut-purfe. 

Flu. He affure you, avet'red as praue words at the 
Pridge^s you {hall fee in a Summers day : but ic is very 
well: what he ha's fpokc to me,that is well I warrant you, 
when time is ferue. 

Gower. Why 'tis a Gull,a Foole.a P40gue,that nowand 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himfelfe at his returne 
into London, vndcr the forme of a Souldier : and fuch 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Namcs,and 
they will learne you by rote where Seruices were done; 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce ? at fuch a Breacb,at fuch a Con. 
uoy : who came off brauely, who was £bot, who dit 
grac*d,what termes the Enemy flood on : and this the; 
connepcrfitly inthephrafcof Warre; which they tricke 
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-• f l, new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- 
<i , r«c and a hornde Sute of the Ca.npe, will doe a- 
ncf 1 ' rtiin* Bottles, and Ale- wafht Wits, is wonder- 
**** L°rThcueht on: but you muft learne to know luch 
jfders of the age, orclfeyou may bcmaruelloufly mi- 

8 ^, kC *T tell you what,Captainc I doe perceiue 

.«t the m«i that hee would gladly make fliew to 
hCe fv rid hee Hi if I finde a hole in his Coat,I will tell 
* tfmtade : hcarke you/ne King is comming, and I 

wUh him fr '° m thC PddgC * 

rprtw nnd Colours. Snter the King and his 
poore Souldiers. 
Vk God ple(Te your Maieflic. 
T \ How now Flue?ten,cim(\ thou from the Bridge? 

S i p leafe y° ur Maiettic : Tbe Duke of Exccer 

, , c ' rv gallantly maintain'd the Pridge; the French is 
looke you, and there is gallant and moft praue 
5 {faces: marry, thathucrlanc was haue polieihan ot 
P he pldec, hut he is enforced to retyre.and the Duke of 
Exeter is & Mafter of the Pridge : I can tell your Maieitie, 
icDukeisapraueman. 
&n*. What men haue you \oVx y FlueUen I 
flft The perdition of th'athuerfarie hath beenc very 
rreat reafonnable great : marry for my part,! thinke the 
Dukehath loft neuer a man,but one r hat is like to be exe- 
cuted for robbing a Church, one 7?ardolpbjf your Maie- 
ftie know the man : his face is all bubuklcs and wheikes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at his 
nofe and it is likeacoale of fire, fometimes plew,and 
fometimes red , but his nofe is executed, and h;s fire's 
out. 

King. Wee would haue all fuch eftendors fo cut off: 
and we giue expreffc chargc,that in our Marches through 
theCountrey, there be nothing compell'd from the Vil- 
lages; nothing taken, but pay cl for : none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdainefuli Language;for when 
Leuitie and Crueltie play foraKingdome, the gentler 
Gameftcr is the fooneft winner. 

Tucket. Enter Mount ioy. 
Momtioy. You know me by my habit. 
King. VVell then, I know thee: what fhall I know of 
thee? 

Momtioy. My Mafters mind. 
King. Vnfold it. 

Momtioy. Thus fares my King: Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we feem'd dead,wedid but flecpe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhnc{fe. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk*d him at Harfiewe, but that wee 
thought not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full 
ripe. Now wee fpeakc vpon our Q^and our voy ce is im- 
perial ; England fhall repent his folly, fee his weake- 
neffe, and admire our fufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
fider of his ranfome,which muft proportion the Ioflcs we 
haue borne, the fubieds wc haue loft, the difgrace we 
hauedigefted; which in weight to re-anfwer, his petti- 
neffc would bow vnder. For our loffes, his Exchequer is 
too poore ; for th'effufion of our bloud,thc Mufter of his 
Kmgdome too fain: a number 5 and for our difgrace, his 
ownepcrfon kneeling at our feet,but a wcake and worth- 
ier atisfadion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
conclufion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofecon- 
tonation is pronoun* : So farrc my King and Matter;- 
10 much my Office. 


King. What is thy name ? I know thy qualitie. 
Mexnt. LMoumioy. 

King. Thou doo'ft thy Office faircly .Turne thee back, 
And tcil thy King, I doe not feeke him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Callice, 
Without impeachment : for to fay the footb, 
Though 'tis no wifdome to confefle fo much 
Vnto an enemic of Craft and Vantage, 
My people are with ficknelTe much enfeeBled, 
My numbers leffen'd : 3nd chofe few I hauc, 
Almoft no better then fo many French ; 
Who when they were in health,! tell thee Herald, 
I thought.vpon one payre of Enghfli L egges 
Did march chree Frenchmen. Yet forgiuc meGod ? 
That I doe bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 
Hath blownc that vice in me, I muft repent : 
Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heere I am ; 
My Ranfo?ne,is this frayle and wovthleffeTrunke; 
My Army, but a wcake and fickly Guard : 
Yec God before,tell him wc will come on, 
Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way- There's for thy labour tjfytomtioy. 
Goe bid thy Mnfter well aduife himfelfe. 
If wc may pafle,we will ; if wc be hindred, 
Wc /Kill your tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour : and fo CMountioy > fare you well. 
The fumme of all our Anfwer is but this : 
We would not fecke 3 Battaile as we arc, 
Nor as we are,we fay we will not fhun it : 
So tell ycurMaftcr. 

CMount. I fliall dcliuer fo : Thankes to your High- 
ne(Te. 

Clone. I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 
King. We aresin Gods handjBrother, not in theirs: 
March to the Bridge, ; t now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the Riuer wee'le encarrpe our felues, 
And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt. 

Enter the Conftable of France J he LordlUmfars, 
Orleance, Dolphin, with others. 

Conft. Tut, I haue the belt Armour of the World : 
would it were d -7. 

Orkance. You haue an excellent Armour : but let my 
Horfe hat?ehis due. 

Conft. It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance. Will it neuer be Morning 5? 

Dolpb. My Lord of Orleance,and my Lord High Con- 
fiab!e,you t3lke of Horfe and Armour ? 

Orleance. Yen are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World, 

Dolpb. What a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that treadesbuton foure poftures: 
ch' ha : he bounds from the Earth,as if his entrayles were 
hayres: L Ckeualvolante, the Pegafus, chesles narines de 
feu. When I beftryde him,I foare,I am a Ha\vkc;.he trots 
the ayre: the Earth fings,when he touches it : thebafeft 
home of his hoofe, is more Muficall then the Pipe of 
Fhrmes. 

Orleance. Hce's of the colour of the Nutmeg* 
Dolpb. And of the heat of the Ginger, Itis aBeaft 
fotPerfcus: hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth ond Water neuer appeare in him,but on«* 
ly in patient ftillncffc while his Rider mcmnts lnm:hcQ 
is indecde a Horle , and ail other lades you may tall 
Beafts. 

'i Conn. In- 


